AFTERNOON

" A lot of questions unanswered," he grumbled.
" Hot weather/' said Henderson in his high indistinct
ce, cocking his head on one side and looking up at the
ling with one eye as a parrot surveys the zenith.
Waterlow nodded and passed on to the back room,,
iere the agents all sprang to their feet and stood to
ention.

" I'm ready for the reports from the section chiefs,"
announced.

One after another the first three entered the room,
;h one standing by his desk in turn and fidgeting like
lervous schoolgirl who has handed in an essay to her
stress while Waterlow scanned the sheaf of paper that
,s his day's harvest. Each of them was dismissed with a
int. The scanty information they had gleaned had no
>re value than the gossip of a tired dressmaker.
" Where's Milton ? " Waterlow asked of the last,
10 was the agent known as Dryden.
" Here I am, Skipper," a richly unctuous voice pro-
imed from the doorway, and a great oval figure crossed
; floor with a heavy sliding motion to the desk of his
ief, beside which it stood brooding.
" Very hot, my reports to-day, Skipper/' the agent
led Milton muttered deeply for the benefit of the other
3t who was preparing to retire, and at whom he had
m glowering contemptuously. Waterlow, who knew
tat a brake jealousy was on the wheels of his machine,
ide haste to snub the ebullient Milton in the hearing
his rival.

" If they're as hot as you are, they'll be worth some-
ng. Faugh, you stink like a badger, Milton. Why
n't you take a bath instead of sousing yourself with
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